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snartect: Poetry.

Thiow ¥t ‘growing old, my mother,
Awd qu‘_i'row is merked with cire,

Amd i thy agel cheek,
et bt she aidly ehnoged
Thy- ravin torks are sadly ehang

%W‘.mdéd‘ tt_:'o’t,e, b
And ‘with many ‘a tehsing Kiss,
The geutle fowing bair. '
PPyl o 1

Thow ##t growing old, my mother,
Ws'T'oateh the half drawn sigh,
Well T know that yrars of sorrow.
Have bédimmed thy melling eye:
Bat with' gentle light it beameth,
Besmeth on me even yet, ;
With'a love that never changeth
il the sun' of life is set. .

Thou art growing old, my mother,
Many of our houseliold band,
Havé before thee journeynd onward,
Teo the far off “better land.”
Bu iy voice in tender accenty
Beill'is fulling oh my ear,
B tening my pathway.’
,_’W thout thee, were $0 drear.
Thow art growing old, ny mother,
hcl‘ﬁ;::d :Ey' ohng,::at burn
‘githér—darkly gather—
Even in Iife’s early moon.
Bﬁ'ﬂbi"lﬂw Saviour spareth
Thes, to still protect thy child,
While the §torms of sorrow hover,
tover o'er me dark snd wild,

Thou art prowing old, my mother,
Boon T feel, thit thou wilt rest,
Inale*Jund of that hereafter™
It ‘the regisns of the blest.”
Who will love me then, my mother,
Whei' the Iast Tife-cord is riven?
Let w¢pray-that both together,
Ged will take us both to Hearen.
S —

Codeleet Risrellnny.

STARTING A NEWSPAPER.
The obiquity.of the Printing press is

ong of the characteristios of the age.—|2i¢.) : ¢
Every corporation and cowpany must | ® lowing smile, younz widows and old
4 have its special organ to advocate its

uligr advantage; every village wast

represeated by au “Advorcate,” ora
“~Wautchman,” or a “Torchlight.” Whaes
a fiw, years ago was confined exclusive-
ly ta the gities, is uow exicnded to al-
wost geery  village aod town in the
country. The press is an indispeasable
regwisite to advapee the cliaracter and
iutgpest of any locality.

Tl is & very vasy watter for a few ia-
dividuals, interested in some enterprise,
to convene and do the “wind wurk™ to-
wards establishing an “organ;” but to
come up promptiy with the “material
aid” i widely .different. To proniise
five bundrud sobscribers, ta produce by
a mysterions; method of addition a theu-
sand dollars to, be made by job work
and advertising, i easier thaa to hand
over two thousand dollars.

Naw, the good citizens of DBlowtown,
wanling to iucrease the value of “‘cor-
ner lota” and “beautiful suburban resi-
dences,” determined to estabiish a week-
ly paper. To mature this design, in-
vowmerable meetings were held at the
stores and sueh places as wore most con-
veuignt. ‘At these meetings Squire
Pussyman, Elder Blowhard, Squire
Easy-and-slow,. Uncle Ultraman, aed
the  Messrs. Skinflint took the most
profifitient part. ' The matler was pre-
sented fm every possible light. Pussy-
mai’ thought the enterprisc of vital im-
portsuce; ooe which would do great

“without much sacrifice on their
part. Elder Bloxhard urged that a
press be immediately established; though
they shonld at first be compelled to
auake a little sacrifice, they would real-
dxe double the amount in six months, in
the way of a rise in property,—the
namé 6 their beautiful institution—the
Cotuhijll, collgge—would be sounded
A 'aod Blowtown would be known
afat. off Esquire Ehsy-and-slow said
he was'Tor the messure. Uncle Ultra-
ma# thought s paper would pay the

iess men as they could advertise at
a sl cost and reccive a great bea:
efit] 'besides, if they could once get the
“thing” dgoitg, they would shirk all

onsibi hl on the iadividaal em-]
h%%'hl.t ¢ efiterprise, and he could
Mot bidck ont, add if there was any loss,
it “‘would ‘be the publisher’s. The
Messts. Skinflint said their motto was
“the greatest good ut the least cost,”
and. that they belioved a press would
do the thing.

“¥For a preds,”’ was the verdict of
the eitisens of Blowtown. The next
thing; was to find some onc to engagein
the wenterprize that would control the

x an uff the town. This was
E:.i'f"rymm’;r‘.fmd.“ A yopog privter
who was dttending college at Blowtown,
by flattery, fair promise and misrepre
gentation was seduced from his studies
and pevsusded to assume the responsi-
bilithes of editar, publisher and printer
of tivel p ive paper, to sppear un-
der bhie” title:of “The Blowtown Secien-
tific Investigator.” Sebseripticn papers
wero -eireulated and signed by men,
women and boys, 80 that in a short time
a tglegable list of nanies ;was prcscn;lfsld.
But thén, “what's in p nome?” 16
_ﬁn!m;cd names were made up im
sbodt the same style of “Kausas elec-

|s00n .be the first -paper of the country

~ '{rah, and exclawmatjons of “whata peo-

weribed for as mapy as fen copies.—
Thia was considered by them a great
sacrifice.

Our young editor now began to feel
sanguine of success. Such glowing
pictures were prescoted to his mind, and
such assnrance of ultimute suczess, that
he began to look with contempt on
other papers, which were a reality and
not a utopian dream. He was induced
ito believe that the “Investigator” would

—that its subscription list would go up
to thousands—that everybody's children
would soon be attending Cornhill edl-
lege; and of conrse ererybmily's parcnts
would take the paper, to learn how:
their sons or daughters progressed; that
Suizle would adorn and enrich the col-
umuns of the new journal with apnrkl_ing
gems from their “classical” and “gifted”
pens. This was a brizht picture to be
contemplated by an ambitious, catha-
siastic mind.

The city was immediately visited, and
the nccessary materivls purchased for
issping a couatry newspaper. In due
fime the press and fixtures arrived at
Blowtown, when there was a great huar-

ple we are!” Every onc patted the ed-
?tdi on_the shoulder, nursnid “good
fellow " The amateur publisher now
set to work in good earnest with his
assistants, to “‘set up the matter” for
“Vol. 1, No. 1. Expectation was on
the gui vice, and for two weeks the con-
versation of tho printers was mostly in
answering tha all prevailing question,
“When will the Sr5t number of the Iig
vestizator be out?

After -ldays of toil and nights of
wakinz,” tlie long-looked for paper ap-
peared. It was n vory creditable sheet
—with a flaming introductory, replete
with adjectives, full of promisc for the
fature, and done up’”’ at the close with
an eloquent quotation from Shakes-
peare. It was a triumph of art and io-
tellect among the people of Blowtown.
The cjtizens, with unanimous  voice,
shouted “brave!” and the editor con-
sidered himself immortalized. e was
the subject of diseussion in the “sewing
society.” the seciul circle, and the bar
raom. Old women with daughters wers
all his true fricnds, (the wlitor was sin.
ale,) 'young misSes even east upon him
maids:  grected him  with the most
abounding flattery.

Many new nawmes were added to the
subscription  [list, and advertisoments
came rapidly in with a prowmise of

most disheartened editor made a last
effort to collect outstanding accounts.
By this time creditors ceased to be gen-
tlemanly.. If one paid up he did so by
withdrawing further patronage. Some
denied their accounts; said :Tiey never
subseribed and would wvot pay. It was
no use. A sufficient sum of money
could not be raised to purchase a fresh
\supply of paper; so after a brilliant «s-
cending existence of about six months,
“The Blowtown Scicntific Investigator™
blowed up.

So ended the magnificent furce. The
editor found himself two hundred dol-
lars out of pocket, besides his six months
work. His credit was likewise gone,
and but few friends remained. Slander-
ous tongues circulated all manner of
fulse reports in regurd to the paper and
the unfortnnate proprictor. The office
was soon sold to pay off the debts, when
the hungry ereditors, like a pack of ra-
venous wolves, rushed together, ecach
one struggling for tha greatest share of
the spoil. And the good citizens said
amen! It has cost us but little and
done a great deal ofgood! “ Who cares
for the expense!l'"

Do it Yourself

For the following valuable advice to
scholars we ‘are indebted to the “Con-
necticut Common School Journal.” We
hope our readers will not ouly remem-
ber this advice, but endeavor to acquire
the habit of sclf reliance which is here
inculeated.

Do not ask the teacher for some class-
mate to solve that problem, Do it
Yourself. You might as well let them
eat your dinuer, as ‘do your sums’ for
you. It isin studyingas in eating; he
that does it gets the benefit and not he
that sces it done. In alinostany school
I would give more for what the teacher
learns, than for what the best scholar
learns simply because the teacher is
compelled to solve all the problems, and
answer all the questions of the lazy
boys.

Do not ask Lim to parse the difficult
words, or assist you in the perfurmance
of any of your studies. Do 1T ¥Youn-
sELP. Never mind though they look
as dark as Egypt. Don't ask even a
hiat from auy opo.. Try agzain. Eve?‘
trial inergases your shiffty-and you ~will
finally succeed by dint of the very wis-
dom and strenzth gained in the offort
even thouzh the problew at fivst was be-
yvond your skill. It iz the study not
the answer that really rewards your
pains,

prompt payment. So the new eater
prise was fuirly ander fall sail, with a
fair sky, cléar offinz and spanking |
brecze. A larver nowber of sabseri
bers were on the hook than had been |
anticipated, ' and* thoogh but few had|
paid in advence, yet there wus every
assurance that the psy would be forth- |
coming when needed. With full hope
our hero pursced his prosperous voy-
age on the sca editorial. little dreaming
of a ¢lond or storm iu the futare.

Months pas<ed away. Novelty lud
withdrawn its charm, while plain reali
ty began to present to the publisher of
the *“Investigator” the usperities of the
enterprise. Bills were coming due,
and money must be had to meet them.
An sttempt was made to colleet, buton-
ly a dollar here snd there could be
raised. Subscribers Legan with one ae-
cord to make execuses, and fuir promises
for the future. Btill hoping for that!
millenium of publishers, wheu dclin-
quent subscribers will pay their bills,
recourse was had to borrowing money
at three per cent. This was a rash ex-
pedient, but the only alternative, as the
many warm friends of the press refused
to do better. Repeated dunns appear-
ed in the ésldmns of the “Investigater,”
calling on delinquents to pay up their
amearges; but with little effect.

Disaffection now began to crcep in,
and whilow friends began to “weary of
well doing.” They couldu’t see why it
needed money to carry on a small pa-
per. A paper with five hundred names
on the list ought to live without com-|
pluint. The Skinflinters thought they
were not puffed enough, and heaped
their maledictions on the editor for
presuming to charge for editorial no-
tices.” Pussyman thought his puff not
quite 80 good as Slow-and-eusy’s. The
politics of the pnper began to be
dencunced in a8 many different ways as
there was politieal parties. Thus hun-
dreds of compluints were entered against
the hapless editor, because he *dared
to call for justice.”

By this time ouar hero finds Limsell
in no eoviable® position—sans dollars,
sans friends, sans hope! IIc had been
charged exorbitant prices for all that he
received—high rents, outrageous bills
for boarding, &c. Amid incessant labor
at the case and press, he had failed to
make his paper as interesting as was
demanded. But ‘ne sllowaneces werve
made; iuability wasithe excuse of ex-
acting readers. Soizles had written
some dry trazh for the furwmers, on
“gathering sced corn,” a subject of
which the author was profonndly igno-
rant. Also, another article on the *to-
pography of a frog pond.” with “eritical
notes” concerning the inhabitauts there-
af.

The volume was half elosed. A erisis
in business afiairs had almost paralyzed
trade; money was searce, and collections
almost impossible to be made. The
last “bundle” of paper lad been used,
while the paper mills refused further

Look at the boy. who has just sue

jeeeded, after six hours. of hard study,

perhaps; how his laroce eyes light up
with proud joy as he murches o his
class. Ile treads like a congueror. Aud
well may he. Last night his lamp Lurn-
ed, and this moraing he waked at dawn.
Once or twice he nearly zave it up. He
had tried his last thought; but 2 pew
thought strikes him, and he ponders the
lust process. e tries ouvee more, and
suceeeds; and now mark the air of con-
seinns strongth with which he pronoun-
ces the demonstration.

“[is poor, weuk schoolmate, who
gave up thatsame problem, after his first
trial, now lovks up to him with some-
thing of wonder, as a superior being,
And he is his superior. That problem
lies there, a great gulf between those
boys who stood side by side yesterday.
That boy that did it for himself bas tak-
en a stride upwvard, and, what is better
still, has gaincd strength to take other
avd better ones. The boy who waited
to sce others do it. has lost both strenygth
and courage, and is already looking for
some good excuse to give apschool and
study forever. Remember, DO IT YoUR-
SELF.

@ The Worcester (Muss.) Chronicle
gives the fullowing as a verbatim copy
of a letter from a chief magistrate of a
certain corporation :

“Deer Sar—on Monday next I am to
be made Mare, and shall be much
obliged to you so if be as you will send
me down by the coatch some provisuns
sooting for the occasion, and 1 am to ax
wy brother, the old Mare, and the rest
of the Bentch. I am, sur, ete.”

The above wus answered by a wag,
into whose hands it fell, as follows:
“Sir—In obedience to your order 1
have sent per coach two bushels of the
best oats—and as you are to treat the
old mare, huve added more bran to make
a mash.”

g The following verdict was given
and written by the foreman of'a coron-
er's jury at —*“Weare of A Pini-
on that the Decest met with her death
from Violent infirmation in the Arm,
oroduest from Unoan Cauz.

e P:;haps men are the mostimita-
tive animuls in the world of Nature.—
Only one ass spoke like a man, but hun-
dreds of thousands of wmen are daily talk-
ing like asaus.

B~ Marwringe resembles a pair or
shears, says Siducy Swmith, s0 joined that
they eannot be soparuted, often movine
in opposite directions, yet always pun-
ishing any ove who comes between
thewm.

sa5= When youngor old, think it nei-
ther too soon nor too late to turn over
the leaves of your past life, and counsid-
er what you wonld doif what you had
done were to be done azain.

=y~ llerp is apiquant extract:  Ho
kissed her, and promised. Such bean

credit until former supplies were paid

tion Toterns.” A f_e'r individuals sab-

for. At this critical juncture, our al-

tiful lips Man’s usual fate—he has lost
upoun the coral reofs.”

-

From 'l..i:ﬁ ‘Inll.')lr.ilud'
Courtship,

What! the render excltims; nn essay
upon courtship! Yes, indeed, and why
not. The world is sadly im ficed of one
and it could have a thoussnd of them
portrayed, too, by abler pensthan mine.
What department of 'humdn nature
more sacred than the love feelings? yet
how ruthlessly trampled upofgsby the
great mass of our people ove is
made a theme for vulgar sport—sport
tudeed to vulgar minds, but how very
abhorrent to all the better feelings of
man’s nature, to pure refined and sensi-
tive spirits, are these low allusions and
vulgar hints about courtship!.

But alas! it shows the cxtent of the
depravity at present existing in the pop-
ular mind upon the subject. So impor-
tant a subject as the one under consid-
eration, oucht never to be lightly spok-
en of, for it is one of the most scrious
and important transactipns of life, for
upon its proper manigzement depends
mueh of the happiness which both men
and women recieve within the marriage
state. To know how to conduct court-
ship is very important; much more so
the selection of' a proper life-compan-
ion; and when properly conducted, it
aims to the improvement of the mental
powers of both parties. *Silly non-
sense’’ is banished from the court, and
gound commonsense takes its place in
the conversation of both partiea.

“Soft-soap'” is also dispensed with,
and honesty finds an abode afthe court
of luvs,  Tue man does not cofisider his
beloved as beucath him, but he Toves as
apn equal, and the woman mauifests kin-
dred feelingzs in return for his pure love
for her. Hongst and upright in motive
they hold thtir courts of love, not for
the mere sake of winning, but to find
out whether their mental hearts harmo-
nize, and when such harmony'is found
tliey seek to commingle their affections,
and get—not full inlove with each oth-
ers charms. They do not Llind them-
selves to cach cther's fuults, but lock
beyond and lose sight of them only, be-
cause they are so deeply cnawmored of
ench other’s virtaes. They pat oa ne
fulse ehurms, are ready to stand or fihi
by their own real merits, by tlie attrae-

s of nutuys’s nnborn chagag gy Ly
maghetic powers of virtae. ;

But alas! low few pursue such o
How many too poor in men-
tal charms, try to mwake up for the de-
feet by ontside show—DUby adoraing the

‘_
L

course!

pevson instead of the mind!
Gay deveivers, they, who employ false
cliavms for the captivation of the othier

sex. Gred with immortal souls, do
they kuosw what they sre about?  Alas,
we sear not! If :Iu'.y wure to opea their
eyes to the appalling fuct, they would
Buod that they were not merely “sctting
a trap to eatch each other in,” bat in
the end to cateh themselres—to throw
themselves earelessty, thonghtlessly, io-
to the stute of m:;trimuu)'v--mutrimuny,
indeed, but not a  spiritual union, 2 u-
nivn of trae love and divine gfeotiang,

Wal=3 wiarringes, mere shams, -wock-
eries of the sacred institutions!—there
are too many of these already; but we
want many, very many more Sure mar-
ringes—marringes of true and eternal
prineiple of mental coongeniality, this
being the sole bond of true love, wmar-
riage in its more perfect sense—sane-
tioned by God. approved by angels, and
placed amid the mighty records of na-
ture as a sacred union of souls.

But such marriages we shall not
have untill youngmen andyoung women
become houest in their courtship—un-
til they dispense with foolish nouscase
in conversation and in their love letter
until they learn to adorn the mind in-
stead of the person; until they go to
work to study each other's characters,
instead of seeking how they may win
even if they have to employ deception.
The institution of marriaze is of too
high and holy unature to spend the period
of courtship in folly; when it should be
spent in makinz a proper preparation
for marriage. Young men, young wo-
men, by as much as you value your hap-
piness in this life, sce to it that you
follow nature's instinets in the choice
of life companions—that you see for
congeniality of affection, passion, iutel-
lect, and gentiment, that you strive to
win by the natural charms of yeur mind
—by mental attractions rather than
those of uress and personal show off —
that you honestly strive to win the af-
fections of your loved ones by pure mo-
tives; and be sure before you enter in-
to marriagze contract with any one, that
that one is the right one, fur if you
should happen to make mistake in such
a choice, it would be the most sgd  mis- |
take you have mads during life; aye,
the worst that you counld possibly make!
As marriage—a true, loving, soul union
—is of all things on earth, the most
heavenly in its nature, so an ill-formed
union is actoally the abzsde of hell npon
eartlh!

But when a marringe union is form
eil, keep love's fire bhurning brightly up-
on the alter of afection. Should i
lizht become dim, vekindle it by sparks
of love from your own sonls nor when
the “houoy moon™ is uver, let not tha
fire o out completely, for then it 1=
wore pecdad than ever!  Tet true love
far each other’'s mestal gualities be
cherishod in the hearts at all times,—
Thus will 2 “union of souls” be form-
ed, and the joys of true marriage in its
fullest sensze be realized.

ship shall noi be the theme for ~merri-
meuntand sport,” but an object of seri-
L

liaquire (ue veason ofits coming here

May the day soon gome when. court- |

ous contemplation with all minds; when
the intimate relation of the two sexes
shall be considered too holy to be thus
trampled upon: when marriage shall be
a union of maseulin and feminine spir-
its bound together by the indissoluble
charms of true spiritual love!
Proaress.

ke Partingion on Astromomy,

The boys forming the first class of
the Premonitory School having formed
themselves into an association for mu-
tual benefit, the eveninzs of the meet-
ings are oceu;_-i::d -n'itlf reading ot-iginal
essays on various topics—a very ioter-
esting one on Tootlpicks commenced
the course—and at the last mecting.
Master Tke Partington, on being ealled
upon, with due modesty submitted the
following very scientific paper on

THE COMET.

Comets are independent luminaries
that go on their own Book. They are
first class sturs in playing the great dra-
'ma of the universe. nnd never quarrel
with the manszoment, 53 our stars do—
especially when they don’t get their pay.
They seem like our stars, because they
sometimes cut up shines, move in irreg-
ular orbits, in danger of coming in oon-
tact with other consternations, and are!
never settled. ‘Some people think that
comels are steam cngines, dashing thro’
the explanatory system with a long train
behind thewm, some that they ‘are biz
fire-balls that have got going of it and
can’t stop, and some dou't think about
it at all, or anything else. It is the
opinion of Mr. Twitchell, who has look-
ed for several evenings at the cowet
which is now switvhing its tail round the
north’ pole, through a spy glass, that
comets are tenders to the plannets, and

o round supplying them with light, to
elp them make a rays, just as the oil
vessels go round among the light-houses
furnishing them with oill This is a
very rational hypothcéneuse, and it is
probably ecorrect, or it isn’t. (omets
travel at great specd, and it is confuted
by the mathematical instrument maker
down town, that “the comet now on its
way to Boston may travel eleven thou-
sand billions of milesin a day, and nev-
c; ?ncle sfl?p from exhaupstion or want

f fuel. o The ntleman likewise
Pgu_tﬂ':‘xq DAt ha thinks Mhut t :‘&'36“:}41'3’&?;1'
is twice as loniz as the “Atlantic Tele-
graph, and pretty nearly as long as
those tales in a long taled newspaper,
which are always to be continued. The
present comet will only make a short
trip, because it is coming back in about
one hundred years. This is not Mr.
Haley's eomet that was expected a good
while ago, and mwle so muny people
pious for fear of bLeing killed by it
whose goodness disappeared when the
fear of the comet did, and will come
back when the comet does. The pres-
ent doesu't seem to affect the hardened
very much; they rather like it as the
mink did the steel trap.  Cowets being
very independent, it isn’t much use tu

nizht after nizht and getting round uas
in the mannes it does—we shouldu’t ot
any answer iff we did. Perhaps the
commitice on famps would throw some
light onto it. As it is, it seews to be o
great waste of time aod fuel for very
little use. But 1 will not pursae the
suliject any furither, [ur fear that some
will think I am making light of it, as
the old lady did when the bad boy burnt
her Tes tament, and thas leave it, while,
fiashing down the Western sky, the
great blazing star goes on its way. and
my impression is that little planets had
better get ont of its path, or they may
got hurt.—Dostun Eve. Gazette.

gen_Many a glorious spaealation s
fuiled for the same good reason that the
old Texas Rapnzer gave when he was
asked why he didn’t buy land when it
was dog cheap. A correspondent tells)
the story:

“Well, T did come nigh ontotaking
eight thousand aeres onest,” said old
Joe, mournfully, “You see, two of the
boys came in one day from an Indian
bhunt without any shoes, and offered me
their titles to the two "eagzues just below
here for a pair of boots.”

“For a pair of boots!” T ericd out.
“Yes fora  pair of boots for each
leazue.”

“But why, on earth, dido’t you take
it? They'd be worth a liundred thou
sand dollars to-day. Why didu’t you
give them the hnot<?”

“Jest cause [ didu’t have the boots to|
aive,” said old Joue, as he took another)|
chew of tobacceo, quite as coutented as
il he had owned two leagues of land.

pes. A man by the name of Arbucle,
residing in Council Bluffs, advertises
the departure of his wife from his bed
and board in the follewing poetical
style, and then esutions all persons not
to trust her, as hie will not hereafter pay
any debts of her contracting :
"My loving Wi¥s, the jogs of life.

She ran away and lelt me,
She took wy boy, which gave her joy,

And devii o penny she left me.
And what the dovil idu’t she do.

She toek my wateh, shirts, bed and

bedding too.

g A fellow found guilty of bur-
slicy before Justice Day, in lreland,
observed, “that his fite was singular,
as he lost by Day what he got by night.”

g~ A fellow who got drunk on elee-

Selling a Deacon.

Deacon Brown is one of the kindest
sort of men; he takes as much interest
in other people’s affnirs as in Lis own, if
not more. Elder Wiscly belonging to
the same charch, had to leave home for
several wecks on ' business, leaving a
handsome wife behind. Some days of
ter he hadlstarted Deacon Brown receiv-
ad the following note :

Me BrowN.—Deanr Sig : 1 take the
liberty to disclose to you some faets which
have given me as much pain as yourself,
I know, beyond all questions of doubt,
that a stranger very mysteriously made
his appearance last night in the private
parlor of Mrs. Wigely.
there anbout half past eleven o'clock; no
one Saw him enter the house, and up to
the Ereeem hour this morning, he has
oot been known to depart. I thiuk that
this new visitor was expected, and he
is destingd to share the affections of Mrs.
Wisely. The voice of this new come-
er has been distinetly heard in her room
and 2lia has even been heard to sddress
him in the tenderest and wost loving
tones.

Such are the facts. Please act in the
premises as your sense of duty may die-
tate. My opinionis, that should Elder
Wisely be informed of this stranger’s
adventy it might hasteo bis return.

A Friesp or Fiperiry.

As the Deacon read tius cpistie lere

‘was a visble tremor in his hand. He

polished his .eye-zlasses with a sils
handkerchief, and perused it a second
time. But Deaon Brown was not the
man to swerve frous duty, though it led
him where he would not go. Ina mo-
ment he wus resolved. Putting the let
ter into his hat, and buttoning his coat
to the chin, he Lastened down to-his
hard ware store, and whispering to his
confidential clerk he struck his cane
very decidedly on the pavem ent,greeting
no one with his usual “good morning,”
but secmed absorbed in contemplation
of a great purpose. Avriving at the scene
of his triumph, he stationed his clerk
in front of the house; and giving the
Lell knob a eauntious pull; was soon ad-
mitted by the servant girl. The follow-
ing then and there took place.

“Is Mrs. Wisely in 2

“Yes, sir; she's in bed, sic.”

The Deacon here examined his wateh
and muttered “half-past seven!” He
then added:

How long before: Mrs. Wisely will
rise, mam?” {

“Yes, sir; I believe she did, sir;——
she she *

Here the girl blushed, hesitated, and
strivinz to conceal bher embarrassment,
showed too plainly that she would evade
the true explanation.

The Deacon interposed, as if'to relieve
her; and said -

*The company I suppose, mam, was
a stranger to you ¥

+Yes, sir, I believe he is sir."”

“Is thut younz gentleman in the
house now, mam ?"

“To be sure, sir."”

#3Will you be so kind as to =tale, 1n
what part of the house ?”

“He is in Mrs. Wisely's bedroom,
sir."’

The Deacon’s manner had by this
time becomo greatly excited, and he gas-
ped out : 2

“Can it be! can it be?"

The maid failing to comprehend the
Deacon, inquired :

“('an whut be ?"”

“Why that a youngz sentleman is, at
thix very moment

“But you know, sir, he is a very
voung and very little geutleman, too

"

51T,

“What do you mean by this being a
very little geutlenan 27

“Why ha'nt you heard, sir, that Mrs.
Wiscly lhias zot a baby, sir,—a nice Bne
hoy—weizht nine bounds, sir 2"

The old gentleman scemed, as the
phrase iz, thunderstruck. He was, for
once in his life, favored with a lucid io-
terval, and he saw by the light of it that
he was sold. Saying that “Mrs. Brown
would be over in the course of the day,”
he took Liis leave, without subjeeting
the servant to any ecross examination.

The joke got out in duc time, and we
fear the Deaccu never quite forgave the
writer of that anneywmous le:ter. He has
however consented to the “stranger's"
having a share in Mrs. Wisely's love.

Sroercaivag THINGS.—An impatient
Welchman called to his wife, ‘Come,
come, isn't the breakfust ready? T've
had nothing since yesterday. and to
morrow will be the third day !" This is
eqnal to the calling of the stircing house-
wife, who roused her maid at four o'clock
with #*Come Bridget, met up! ITere 'tis

He waus first
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The News Shop-A Fable

On a certain day, there wis™ posted’
up before n London Newsvender'sbhopy
a placard of the contents of a ‘newsps,
per. ,There were various gnuoounnce-
ments in it, and they were all printed’
in such a way 4s to cateh' the eyersds
It suid— : 2 hoog

Failure of the silk crops!
Marriage in high life!l - o
Great rise'in the price of stocks ! '~

Bloody battle in Indin!

The placard bad not been-displiydd’
long before a wilitary officer passed —L.
“Ah! alv!” said he, “a battle in Tudia!
So, so. I wonder whether my friend
Charley Fitz Gibbon was in it7. I hope,
the English have besten the raseally,
blacks. T must bave the paper and see.
Bat why will ‘these newsvender'd Hore 4°
fellow with the price of stocks’! ~A\VWir”
cares. whether they rise or fall 7" In Le
went, purchased the paper, dnd ‘went on

LWER=

his wuy. =F pAuna

‘Soon passed anotler man—sharp
cyed and Lustling. 1.e cast g look om;
the placurd and saw the announgement, .
“Failure of the silk crops!™ " % =

“Bless my soul!” he  exclailied,’
“bless my broart alive ! Falure 'of the?
silk crops! Impossible!! Dreadfullfl.
Why, what are the silkworurs-about 7—
I must know more of this. 'Bat why
on earth do they troulle us, commerpiid
men, with ‘Marriage in high life. I~
might as well paty mircingrig | the
page of a newspaper.” '

He then bought the newspaper and”
bustled off to his silk wareliouse, pags:
ing on his waoy a fashionably dressed
individeal, with an entirely *-uted up”’
look on his countenance, and whowurl.,
ed bis woustaches with his fiuzers ps
he walked, As thesilk merchaat pass-
ed, he gave the “swell™ =& Took ¢f anut-
terable contempt, who teok no nofice,
and lonnged casily along  towards the
news shop. Whean he was oppesite the
bill, he stopped, and said—

“Aw! Mawwiage in high life! My
Iwiend Gwovenaw and imly Mawy
Suooks, I suppose. Aw! I wondaw
how the dinnaw wes awwanged. But
it is_ weally distwessings that we should
be twoubled with suel infewiow things
as ¢ilk ewops.” e purchased a paper,
and wamt home to read the fashisnable
ucws before réliring to rest. el ol

But the sWopkeepoar had another
custower-—a womber of the Stoek Ex-
change. _

**Here you sir!" he bawled out in a
sharp voice, “Just give me the morning
paper, will you! Veryglade: hearthe
stocks have risen. Quick! quick! [
I shall luse this opportunity, if I den's
look sharp. By-the-bye, what a pity it
is you newspaper people well 6l up the
paper with' sach stuff as ‘marriages
amongst the nobs—when nobody eares
a snap of the finger whether the bride
went to church 1n the Queen’s cliarios
or a funeral carriage. And at the lun-
cheon, they might eat snails fur all I
should care. Nobody reads that kind
of writing you know,” and cut he went
in a fluster, jumped into a cab, and
rushed off to the Exchange to sell hia
stocks at g baFgain. .
The Shopkeeper locked after Lim
with a smile, and gaid, ~“Ah! so you
may say, my fine fellow, but 7 Znow bet-
ter,” and as Le slepped his well Elled
pocket, ho laughed and snizgered until
he was red in the face. -
Moral.—The tastes of mortals are
various,

The wise map despiscs none, Lut
takes the advantage of all,

CORNELIUS GRIFUETIL
At Rest,

She is at rest, said the village pastor,
as we stood around the shrouded figure
of the dead. How sweet, how consola-
tory these words seewed when applied
to ber who lay in a drenmless slnmber
before us! The form, whose dim  out-
line could be seen through the white
cerements of the grave, wns wasted, to =
mere shadow of its former symmetry
and the cold hands folded over the si-

could trace each blue vein.

There w.s many a silver threat in the
davk hair, gatherad back from the Lroad
forehecad; many a deep furrow on the
pale and rized fuce. Care and scrrow
had swept the bloom from the cheek,
and cast a gloomy shadow over the spir-
it, which had pow takeun irsflight heax-
enward.

She had learned bitter lessons in ha-
man safferings; her hone had been dar-
kened by death and her husband and
child had long been tenants of the tomb.
The rosy visions of childhood had thas

Monday morning. To morrow’s Tues-
day next day's Wednesday—half the)
week gone, and nothing done yet!" -

p=n. Diggs saw a note lying on thej
wsround, but knew it was a counterfeit |
and walked on without picking it up.—!
ile told Smithers the story, when the!
lutter said:

“Iro you know, Diggs you have com-
mitted a very grave offense?'’

“Why, what have T done?”

#You have passed a counterfeit bill
knowing it to be such,” said Swmithers
and without a smile, he fled.

Bxanr Disaixa.—Bob, did you ev-
er go to the gold mines?”

“Wihy, humph! to he sure T did.—
What makes you ax 2"

«What did you dig ?"

O, well, as to thaty I dug out as

tion day, said it was owing to his cffort
13 - 1Tl ry
to Put down {lnrl!} s{lviritt_i.

quick a3 the Lord would let me,”

melted away like the tints of the rainbow
the bright passion dreams of youth had
fled, the hopes and plans of mature yoars
had been grasped hy the iron haund of
adversity. Friends had deserted her,
and love had grown cold, her existence
was a perpctual struggle, yet amid ev-
ery trial, every misfortune, she kept her
faith in God undimed. Thesilver cord
was broken now; she was free from toil
and grief she was at rest. Like the tem-
pesttossed mariner she made the peri-
fous voyage of life with her pare fized
on the star of eternity, and in that peace-
fal lieaven beyond the river of death,
her swect repose is endless. What can
be more soothing than the thonght of
eternal rea?

Wlhen the poor die in peace we rejoice
in the Leliefthat they have found repose
in the better land. There no storms
come, and no clouds jof sorrow lower,
but the weary arc at rest, | -

lent heart were sotransparcatthat yem .
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